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Vou. LXVI. 


Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—The inquiry into the management of the Royal 
National Lifeboat Institution has resulted in a vindication of that 
society on all points. This is a national gratification. 

SAVED FROM WRECK. 
The lifeboat rides free o’er the turbulent sea, 
With the sailor boys manning her cheerily, 
And the wife pipes her eye as she stifles a sigh, 
With the waves on the shore beating drearily. 
But the lifeboat comes back through the rumpus and wrack 
(To the carping of croakers a graveller), 
And the Royal Institute rides—a-following suit— 
Triumphant o’er critic and caviller. 


Read Sherman’s despatch (re Behring Sea Fisheries), and went 
down to the Atlantic Cable Office and ‘‘ made a snoot”’ at him per 
wire. Much refreshed took my way down to Henley to see them 
comfortably through the opening, after which accompanied the 
Prince and Princess to Windsor, and then to private view of the 
New National Gallery. Splendid building and noble gift. Had a 
look at the Sandall photos in New Bond Street, and spent the rest 
of the afternoon at the French Féte in Paris. Dined at the Canada 
Club in the City with Sir Wilfrid Laurier; also with a hundred 
distinguished women as one of a hundred distinguished men ; 
likewise with Sir Gordon and Lady Sprigg at the Imperial Institute, 
and to the Home Re-union Society’s Conversazione afterwards. 


Thursday.—At Henley early. Dutch and Canadian crews beaten. 
(We all took their licking good-humouredly.) Escorted the Non- 
conformists to Windsor. Then down to Bisley for an hour or two. 
Bradfield took the Ashburton with a record score. Helped Princess 
Christian to distribute prizes of the Associated Boards of the 
R.A.M. and R.C.M. at Queen’s Hall. Dined in the New Cut, and 
attended State Concert afterwards. 


Friday.—Down to Sandown Park. Weather very hot. Nice 
meeting though. Made off toHenley. Last day. Full of merit. 
Some capital finals and general jollity. Had to leave in the middle 
of it for an hour or two to see everything ship-shape for André 
to start all right from Spitzbergen on his balloon chase of the Pole. 
Got him off all right in tha Eagle, but shan’t be sorry to hear of his 
safety. 

A FLIGHT. 


The Eagle has soared on its perilous flight 
Equipped for the proud expedition, 

And all of us hope it may reach to the height 
Of its lofty desires and ambition. 
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While the Eagle is lost for awhile to our view, 
We'll hope for the best of good weather, 

We'll hope that she’ll do all they wish her to do, 
And return without moulting a feather. 


Down to Clapham Common to see all in order for the 
L.C.C. inspection and display of the Fire Brigade and th» Boys of 
the Feltham Industrial School. Duke and Duchess of York 
present, and expressed themselves gratified, etc. Hurried to Bisley 
to see that the English Team won the Elcho Shield, and then over 
to Dublin to show Mr. Seddon over the Bank of Ireland (which 
used to be the Parliament House, you remember). 


Saturday. 


Monday.—To the Archbishop of Canterbury's garden party, with 
the Prince and Princess, the Duke and the Duchess. Dined with 
the Devonians Club (and their distinguished Colonial friends). Also 
with Sir Wilfrid Laurier and the rest at the British Chamber of 
Commerce banquet in Paris. 


Tuesday.—Took Her Most Gracious and Court safely from 
Windsor to Osborne. Said ‘‘Good-bye”’ to Mr. Reid. Then tock 
arun over to Alaska—thought it would coo! me down a bit after 
all the hot weather we've had, and wanted to see about these gold 
diggings they tell of at Klondike and Deer River. Gold seems all 
right, but plenty of danger and hardships on the way—one river- 
rush a corker! Afterwards down to the Crystal Palace to help 
the General with his Salvation Army show. Really an effective 
show. 

ARMED. 


Good old Salvation Army 

While you’re standing ‘ by the right,”’ 
It’s not for us to quarrel 

With your methods on the fight ; 
You're not exactly pleasant, 

But you fill a useful place, 
And we'd hesitate to order 

You to—" Right-about-face.”’ 


Dined at the ‘‘ Bath ’’ Banquet at St. James’s Palace. 
Tue Sporrer, K.C.B. 


William’s Eye. 


(The German Emperor is recovering from the accident to his 
eye. 
Once more his eagle eye surveys mankind, 
Yearning to meddle (from that, none can turn him) ; 
And yet, you iy | be certain he’ll be blind 
To all except those things that don’t concern him ! 


lit No contributions can be returned 
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PLUCKED; OR, WANTED A FLANNEL SUIT FOR A CANARY. 
She (anxiously).—** Harold, do you know, the canary is perfectly naked—not a feather 


to its back ? Do you suppose he is moulting ?”’ 


Harold (vexed, but at the same time amused) —‘‘ No, my dear, those two new birds 
were plucking him of his feathers this morning (just as if he was a feather bed or any 
other inanimate object) to make their nest with. Meant to tell you, but was called away 


and forgot all about it.” (Curfain.) 


The New Legal Code. 


In hearing a case the other day at the Edmonton County 
Court. in which one workman claimed damages against another in 
respect of an assault, Deputy Judge Howard Smith asked the 
plaintiff why he did not “ slipin”’ to the defendant. | 


Tue law's a complicated thing, 
Brimful of queer formalities, 

A practised mind one needs to brirg 
To grasp its technicalities ; 

The legal path is full of curves, 
You hardly like to stray in it ; 

In fact, you want cast-iron nerves 
Ere you begin essaying it. 

Ah, legal lore is full of awe, 
As every one has heard it is ; 

So cautious men eschew the law, 
And all its mad absurdities : 

But Howard Smith doth here attest, 
In words of fine felicity, 

That he the law would soon invest 
With primitive simplicity. 

Then learned counsel need not strike 
Their smart forensic attitudes, 

Nor should we hear, what all di-like, 
Their plaguey, prolix platitudes ; 
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News for the Needy. 


(“The day of the costly bicycle is 
over.” —Daily Paper. 


No more the pining citizen 
Need stifie on the stone, 

Woods and fields are in his ken, 
The wide wold is his own. 

From break of day, away, away, 
His draught of pleasure deep, 
The worker may be blithe and gay 

Now bicycles are cheap. 


— ee 


Away, away, afar they go, 
The shopman and the clerk, 
| The price of bicycles is low, 
hie And so within their mark. 
\ ' They spin aloof, the spark, the coof, 
ab Shank’s pony’s dead, 





Those who use to “ pad the hoof”’ 
Ride bicycles instead. 


So to the ear the cycle horn 

| Shall yield its tuneful toot, 

And on the sunny breezes borne 

The bell shall sound to boot ; 

As through the country to and fro 
The cycle squadrons sweep 

It will be ‘“‘wheel ”’ with little ‘‘ woa”’ 
Now bicycles are cheap. 





A Lover of the Law. 


Now that the Rev. W. J. Jenkins has 
gone over to the majority, it behoves us 
all to mention only his good qualities, 
and, with kindly hand, to draw a curtain 
over those that were less admirable. A 
man who combines 4 taste for amateur 
law with a zeal for spying out little 
grievances is rarely popular, but the Rev. 
Jenkins did so many little services forthe 
riders in tram, ’bus, and train that when 
you arrive at a verdict concerning him 
you must add a charitable “ rider ”’ to it. 
For he has now passed to where tardy 
trains cease from troubling and recalci- 
trant tram-cars are at rest ! 





Law students, too, would say “‘ adieu ”’ 
To Coke and all akin to him; 
And if a man insulted you, 
You'd instantly “slip into’ him. 
Defendants, in the truest sense, 
Tis meet that you defend yourselves, 
And plaintiffs, ye who feel offence, 
To pugilism lend yourselves ! 
And if & man should “ come it strong,” 
And knock you down or nearly, 
Don’t summons him—for that is wrong— 
Just punch his head severely ! 








The Bishop-Bard as a Punster. 


Dr. Temple.—“ What's all this hullabaloo from Scotland about 
your reference to ‘England’s flag’ in your Jubilee hymn? An 
iastance of much ado about nothing, I suppose?” : 

Dr. How.— Yes, your Grace; a most FLAG-RANT instance!” 














Financial Correspondence. 


_Opect na r.—‘* I should consider the Quarry Bank a very unsafe 
piace at which to make a deposit, for there is no doubt that if there 
was & run on it, it woulc break. It certainly is not sound.” 
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The Deceptive “Ice.” 
(WITH VARIOUS APOLOGIES.) 


[* The numerous forms of ices retailed 
in summer are said by Scientists to con- 
tain innumerable bacteria—about five 
millions to the square inch.’’] 


“ Hence, vain deluding joys! ”"— 
To ices I refer, 

For they contain Bacteria 
The Scientists aver. 


So never more in melting mood, 
Shall I treat dainty Phyllis, 

Because, like oysters, and her lips, 
They house the dread bacillus. 


Pray ‘‘ tell me not, sweet, I’m unkind,” 
If e’er in Piccadilly 

You hint at Gunter’s, I retort 
‘“‘ Beware the bad bacilli! ”’ 


Untold of millions to the inch— 
I dare not say how many— 

In cheap “ Vanilla ’’ breed and lurk— 
All for a modest penny. 


Life is not life in these new days 
Of Scientists’ hysteria, 

And little now remains that’s un- 
Pervaded by bacteria. 


‘“‘ There’s still a kiss left in the cup,’ 
A sole remaining solace 

For wretched man, amid ptomaines, 
And such Germ-anic follies. 


They've never shown a penchant for 
(And if they do it’s risky), 

Those joys that still are unalloyed— 
Cigars and Nicholl’s whisky! 











A New Delight. 

WE have been hitherto content to know 
that we possess one Machiavellian tormen- 
ter whose saltatory proficiency renders its 
capture vastly uncertain. Mark Twain 
has sent us into convulsions of laughter 
with the account of his adventures with 
the creature, under the description 
of “Hunting the Chamois.” Pulez 
iritans hath ever gambolled freely. Now 
it appears that it bath a rival. 

According to The Entomologist’s Record 
for July, a certain Dr. Jordan has dis- 
covered a NewBritish Flea,and christened 
it Tryphlopsylla dasycnemus, sp. Nov., & 
name which we trust is more terrible 
than the proclivities of the creature it is 
intended to scientifically signify. Is it 
possible to hope that there is enmity 
between the Old British Flea and the 
New British Flea, and that their business 
peregrinations will be neutralised? Eheu 
irritantes ambo |! 


Labby’s Libel. 





liceman.—*‘ 
Countryman 


fAn action was brought against Mr. Labouchere, M.P., for 
having libelled a local cotton-spinner named Andrews. Truth 
published an article headed “‘ Wreck of a Cotton Mill,” in which 
Mr. Andrews was accused of the mismanagement of a firm with 
which he was not connected. £500 damages were awarded. ] 


ANDREW’s didn’t “‘ cotton "* to Labby’s report— 


In a legal ‘‘ mill” they engaged, 


For Labby had published what he “ didn’t ought,” 


And Andrews, of course, was enraged. 


The thread of the matter was proved to be wrong, 


In fact, not at all the reel tale ; 


So Truth, when it’s language is wreck-less and strong, 


Though ‘“‘ mighty,” won’t always “ prevail’’! 


THEIR FIRST VISIT TO LONDON. 











(Scene: Fleet Street at noon.) 


‘Why don’s yer move on? Yer’ve been here long enough.” 


‘“ We're waiting until the crowd's passed.” 


Toothsome. 


‘The West Ham Board of Guardians have decided to purchase a 
set of teeth, at a cost not exceeding £5, for an inmate who had his 
own knocked out by one of the lunatics.) 


No doubt, the guardians think it kind, but will he 
Want teeth at all to masticate his “ skilly"’? 

And it will be a trifle tantalizing 

For him to find each apron | upon rising, 

His set of molars, with their brilliant polish, 

But nothing put before him to demolish! 
Methinks the guardians should their gift complete 
By giviog steaks and solids to him to eat! 


Nisi Nisi! 
Ix Dr. Brunt’s divorce case, the doctor has had to bear the brunt 
of it. This*is not a case of professional etiquette. 
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AMBIGUOUS ADVICE. 
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Wagley.—‘* Now, old man, don’t be letting yourself in the hole agaic, whatever you do!” 


Conciliatory! 


JoHN Buiwi (reading Sherman's de- 
spatch) : 
En? What's this? He thinks I’m 
cheating— 
Do I dream or is it real ?— 
All arbitrament defeating, 
Far too free at bagging seal. 
This is- or my eye deceives me— 
(Juite the rudest thing I’ve read, 
"Tien't what he says that grieves me, 
It's the nasty way it’s said. 


Dash it all--why thia is getting, 
Really getting past a joke 
He must think it’s even betting 
That I'll have to wear his yoke. 
He is growing overbearing, 
Lies and ivsults round he flings 
I must teach him I'm not wearing 
Any Yanukee's leading strings. 


Hang it! He is too persisting, 
Rude and quarrelsome is he; 
And my lion’s tail he’s twisting, 
In a manner far too free. 

Always talks of arbitrating 
In a cool and airy way, 

But—and this is irritating— 
When he loses, doesn’t pay. 


Dash it-—this is most improper— 
Clearly meant to give offence— 
I must really put a stopper 
On his rampant insolence. 
Monroe tricks for ever playing— 
Still from height to height he'll roam, 
What he'll want next there’s no saying 
Time that some one cut his comb. 


( Throws despatch on ground and puts his 
foot onit. Enter Uncle Sam.) 
Uncte Sam (handing in “ New York 

Herald "’) :— 

See here, Boss, there ain’t no hurry 
I')] admit that’s pretty rough— 

Still, I guess, you needn’t worry, 
After all, it’s simply stuff. 

Read this—and you catch our meaning— 
O'er despatches do not fret, 

Though to bombast they’ve a leaning 
Uncle Sam is “ white,’’ you bet. 





Blood is thicker, Boss, than water— 
Lots of Bull in Uncle Sam, 
Columbia’s britannia’s daughter— 
Fiery maybe—like her dam. 
All the talk of politicians 
Cannot take away our birth— 
When we recognise our mission’s 
Just to civilise the earth. 


sull and Sam must take their station 
On their common blood and speech— 
Then, I guess, they'll whip creation, 
Nothing, then, beyond their reach, 
For the world would rightly scorn us 
If we fought each fam'ly jar— 
Ties of race must surely warn us 
Ere we let it go too far. 


See here, boss, this fire we'll smother— 
Anglo-Saxon through and through- 
I’m a “ white man, you're another ; 
I've a temper, so have you. 
Clouds will come and grimly lower, 
We must see they do not break— 
I'm a power, you're a power ; 
Both love Freedom—come, then, 


Ane 








(They shake.) 
BULL :— 

Fairly spoken, and as fairly 

I will meet you, sir, half way. 
If you’d always treat me squarely, 

Clouds would vanish, I should say. 
But, my boy, these rows are risky 

’Twixt the sort of men we are; 
You must be a bit Jess frisky 

Or some day you’l] go too far. 


A Distinction with a 
Difference. 


WE read the other day that a ‘‘ mud 
rush”? had occurred in the De Beers 
mine by which several Europeans and 
50 natives were entombed. A ‘‘ mud 
rush’’ is something new to us, but 4 
‘mad rush” to a diamond mine has 
been witnessed on many previous occa- 
sions. That, also, has a nasty habit of 
engulfing many of those who take part 
ln it. 


A Great Draw. 


[The Kaiser has presented to the 
municipality of Kiel two drawings by 
his own hand of British ironclads and 
cruisers.— Daily Paper. } 


THE Kaiser out his pencil whips 

And straightway draws two British ships ; 
Let’s hope he'll never be so dense 

To draw them in another sense. 
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(kor Cartoon Verses see page 28.) 
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‘DON’T BOTHER YOURSELF 


JOHN BULL. 
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The Butler. 


Cuarres III. 
REPULSE OF THE INVADER. 


Sim James gazed sternly at the trembling parlour maid. “ You 
were very near the door, Lizette,” he said, suspiciously. “If I 
thought you had been listening, I'd——.” 

“Ah, Sare James, you is mistook. I not listen. {No, no. I 
understand the Anglais not too well, look you. Ze supper is laid, 
Sare James.” 

‘‘Confound the supper. Tell me at once what you heard.” 

“T did hear ze nothings. Ah, yes!” 

Sir James looked nenplussed. Lizette was presumedly too 
innocent for a parlour maid. ; 

Her unsophisticated look puzzled the old warrior. Purler was 
metal more worthy of his steel, and he ordered Lizette to tell him 
to come up at once. 

“The girl’s a fraud,” he said, turning to Lady Sweeney. ‘I 
don't believe she’s French, and I think she’s retained by that 
scoundrel Purler to aid him in his insubordination, but I'll watch 
them both closely, and I'll seal up the stores this very night.” 

Lizette sped on her errand. 

‘Oh, Mistare Purler!” she panted, sinking into a chair. ‘I 
have had ze insult gross. Sare James have——”’ 

Purler looked at her reproachfully. 

“Try it in English, Lizette,” he said. 

“Ob, well! you are so particular. What do you think? Sir 
Jimmy has ’ad the awdacity to accuse me—me, Lizette—of listening 
at the door.”’ 

‘‘ What did you hear, Lizette? ’ asked Purler, eagerly. 

“Mr. Timothy Purler, I am surprised at you. As if J should 
ever listen. I was merely passing the door and I overheard.”’ 

‘Ah! you overheard, How stupid of me. You overheard their 
plans? How lucky!”’ 

‘Yes. They are going to keep you on till old Johnny Thurlow 
pops to Miss Caroline. It’s her last chance, you krow. Then the 
—— book is to be hidden away from you in the library, and Sir 

immy’s going to seal up your stores. I heard him mutter that as 
I came away.” 

Purler's face went white. 

‘Seal up my stores, will he?’’ he snarled. ‘' We'll see about 
that. When is this precious business to take place, Lizette? I'll 
barricade myself in the pantry and live on their wretched tinned 
meats and British port before I consent to this indignity.” 

‘Hear! hear!’ said Lizette. ‘‘ But you had better go up. I 
think he said he wanted to see you.”’ 

“Ob, Purler!"’ said Sir James, as soon as that functionary made 
his appearance; ‘I think it only fair to tell you that Iam perfectly 
satisfied with your accounts, and we will let things go on as before. 
Your book I will return to-morrow. You had better go to bed.” 

: “It’s awful!” 
i. muttered Purler, 

as he went down- 
stairs again. There’s 
some wWillainy afoot. 
4 Why, he’s almost 
\’ nice. Go to bed ? 
Not me! He won’t 
catch Purler nap- 
ping. I'll go and 
post my sentries. 
The citadel is 
threatened, and 
must be defended.” 

“Lizette,” he 
said, meeting her 
in the passage, ‘‘ do 
you know what a 
sentry is?’’ 

“Know what a 
sentry is? M 
word ! Jon's I, jusi. 
A sentry’s & man 
what looks at yer 
out of the corners 
of his eyes as you 
passes, as much as 
to say I'd like to 
but I dursn’t.” 

“Tush!” said 
Purler. ‘This is 
war, Lizette, not pleasure. Your post to-night will be to watch 
the pantry-door for signs of the enemy, and on his approach to 
call out the guard—me."’ 
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“Nemesis 1§ Porntty Fors.” 


“I beg your pardon, Mr. Purler. My post to-night is the bed- 
post. Bong nuit, Monsieur Le Butler.” 

Purler looked after the girl in perplexity. He had not intended 
to keep ward and watch himself. He had imagined himself re- 
clining half asleep in the kitchen arm-chair, ready to be aroused at 


any moment 
should occa- 
sion require. 
But there 
was no help 
for it, the 
watch must 
be kept, so 
he turned 
the lights 
out and 
stationed 
himself to 
guard his 
domain. 

Sir James 
Sweeney was 
preparing 
for action, 
gathering 
unto himself 
various arti- 
cles, such as 
sealing wax, 
string, and 
candle. He 
meant busi- 
ness. Lady 
and the 
Misses Swee- 
neys had re- 
tired to rest, 
and the house was dark and quiet. 

With stealthy steps he descended to the lower regions, where the 
Butler held absolute sway. 

Through a crevice of the kitchen door, Purler watched him put 
his seal on everything that could be sealed. 

Sir James had nearly accomplished his task. He had only burned 
his fingers three times, and sworn softly four times three. 

But Nemesis, in portly form and with rubicund cheeks, was on 
his track. 

The pantry door closed with a loud crash, the key turned, and 
Sir James Sweeney was a prisoner in his own house. He heard a 
confused Babel of voices outside, and then a loud shout of— 

“Help! help! It’s all right, my lady, we’ve caught him. 
Lizette, fetch the nearest policeman ? ” 

‘Let ms out, you fool,” roared Sir James through the door. 

‘‘ What does he say,”’ asked Lady Sweeney in the distance. 

‘He want’s me to let him out, my lady,” said Purler. 

** Don’t do that, Purler. We shall all be murdered in our beds. 
Send for Sir James.” 

‘* Pa’s not in his room,’’ screamed Miss Caroline. ‘‘ Then the 
desperado has murdered him, and may be even now concealing his 
body. Girl, run for the police.” 

‘ There’s plenty of room for the ‘ body’ in the port bottles,” said 
Purler with a grim smile. 

Before long shrieks of ‘‘ Police! police !’' resounded out into the 
still midnight air. Lady Sweeney had thrown open one of the 
upper windows, and was giving tongue, ably assisted by her charm- 
ing daughters. 

A huge crowd assembled before the house, through which a 
burly constable (eventually) forced his way. 

oh What's the matter, sir?’ he said to Purler, who was weating to 
receive him. 

“It’s a burglar, Mr. Officer. Come downstairs quickly. Do you 
want any help ?”’ 

The policeman smiled sardonically. 

‘‘ He'll want some /elp after I’ve done with him,” he said. 

(Purler softly rubbed his hands), 


A procession was formed, and proceeded towards the butler’s 
sanctum. 


The door was quickly opened, and the officer rushed in, bringing 
out Sir James Sweeney, struggling and gesticulating. 

“Good 'Evins! It's Sir James himself,” ejaculated Purler, with 
well-assumed surprise. 

‘You infamous scoundrel,” shouted his master as he recovered 


“ breath. “I believe you shut me in that infernal place on pur- 
Ose. 





“SEND FOR THE POLICE.” 
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[ “ME, Sir James? I see & mau in my pantry acomin’ sneaking 
and prying about, and I took him fora burglar. I didn’t think as 
‘ow it could be you, Sir James.” 

Sir James scowled. It was his second skirmish into the enemy's 
lines, and he had been repulsed with heavy loss. He covered his 
retreat with a dignified and awful silence. 

“‘ Well, I’m blest,’’ said the policeman, “and not even a ‘bob’ 
to drink his ’ealth with. Did yer do ita purpose, Mr. Purler?” 

Purler winked, and the inscrutable subtlety of that wink would 
have puzzled a Sphinx. 




















Waftings from the Wings. 

Four Little Girls, produced at the Criterion on Saturday even- 
ing last week, is a reputed farce. It is a lesson in the multiplica- 
tion table. We have had before the young man married on the sly to 
hoodwink his stern parent. Well, Mr. Craven, the author, has 
given us two young men married secretly to two young ladies to 
bamboozle two ferocious papas. This, I suppose, is on the prin- 
ciple that if you laughed heartily years ago at one incident of the 
_— to-day, this incident being duplicated, you will laugh fit to 

ust. 

So, though the first-night audience laughed heartily at the many 
pantomimic predicaments of the bibulous tutor on whom each of 
the young ladies in turn is transferred as his wife, I fear me much 
that proof will be forthcoming that the people who assemble at a 
premiére are not always to be relied upon as good judges of what 
will appeal to the proletariat and the patricians. 

The best that could be done for the play is done by the 
actors. Mr. Blakeley and Mr. Barnes play splendidly as 
the two fathers, and gain many laughs. Mr. Welch, too, 
as the tutor, works like a Trojan—whatever horse-power that 
represents—and, if his efforts savour of the pantomimic, 
that is hardly the actor’s fault. Miss M. A. Victor 
and Miss Emily Spiller also strive to keep the pot a-boiling, and, 
though the hotch-potch often merely simmered, that was not due 
to their culinary efforts, but to the faulty fuel provided by the 
dramatist. The rest of the cast all do well. GOSSAMER. 


The Mmpire are fortunate in having Professor Jolly’s Improved 
Life-size Cinématographe, the pictures of which represent the 
Royal Jubilee Procession and incidents from the Naval Review. 
Some 22,000 pictures pass before the spectator, and when that of 
Her Majesty went by the feature was so faithfully consistent with 
integrity that the audience applauded vociferously. It was as 
though one was actually witnessing the Jubilee procession over 
again. 

The accounts for the past six months of the Royal Aquarium 
and Summer and Winter Garden Society Limited are the most 
favourable for over 18 years, the net profits representing nearly 
7 per cent. This satisfactory result is due to an increased number 
of visitors and decreased expenditure. The affairs of the society 
are in every way satisfactory. 

Re Crcte Stump.—The British Cycle Manufacturing Company 
Limited, of 42, High Street, Camden Town, N.W., makers of the 
well-known Ajax and Camden cycles, state that the general 
fall in prices of American and certain English makes of machines 
will not affect the prices of either of the above-named machines. 
The company early in the season, when revising their old price list, 
took the precaution of cutting down prices as low as possible con- 
sistent with the turning out of useful, reliable, and thoroughly up- 
to-date cycles. 

AN UNLOOKED-FOR TESTIMONIAL.—Mr. Gillatt, in his thrilling 
narrative of the Aden shipwreck, mentions that the survivors whilst 
searching the waterlogged cabins for food found a bottle of Mellin’s 
food, & teaspoonful of which was given to his child, in a wine glass 
of soda water, three times during the day. This kept him in a 
fairly healthy condition, in spite of the exposure, till help arrived 
after 18 days. 





A Task for ‘St. Lubbock.” 


[The successful dinner given by 100 literary ladies to 100 
eminent men will, no doubt, establish a precedent. And one can 
easily imagine how, on future occasions, the fair quill-women wiil 
vie with each other in their angling for ‘‘ celebrities.’’) 


THE gallant Sir John, of Bank Holiday fame, 
Was a friend in our long-felt need, 

When it struck him a list for our guidance to frame 
Of ‘‘ The Hundred Best Books to Read.”’ 


But, ere next it transpires that five score famous men 
Five score ladies to banquet-room drag, 

He’ll be still more adored if a list he will pen 

Of ‘‘ The Hundred Best Men to Bag ”’ ! 
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INNOCENCE. 


Solness (just arrived),— Lowestoft seems full up, as usual. 
pretty girls here?”’ 
Clara (dreamily).—* Only about six of us up to now,” 
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Impertinent Paragraphs. 
By THe “ Enxrant TERRIBLE.” 


Gop has been discovered in British Alaska, and the old Cali- 
fornia excitement is being duplicated. As usual, the Yankees are 
first in the field—but I want to know why, in view of the new United 
States Tariff Bill, Canada shouldn't have a little Tariff Bill all ‘‘ on 
her own.” If the Yanks keep out British and Canadian goods, the 
Canadians should keep out the Yankee “ bads ’’—for of all the bads 
the American miner is the worst. 

* x *« 


In view of the new American “ Keep out everything ”’ tariff bill, 
the initials of the country are very appropriate. Yes, ‘‘ appro- 
priate” is a good word. ‘The great US” is the good Yankees’ 
motto. 

* * * 

Dr. Hertz has put off the Panama Committee again. The good 
Frenchmen were quite looking forward to a trip to Bournemouth 
at France’s expense, and twenty-five rooms at the Hotel Cecil were 
immediately engaged in which to house them. This shilly- 
shallying of Hertz naturally annoys them—in fact, it hurts. 

a a“ - 

The political Bisley shows a wonderfal record. Cape Colony 
made a bullseye with its battleship, but Canada, Australia, and the 
others are not a jot behind. The target is Imperial Federation, 
and the ‘‘ highest possible ” gets nearer and nearer every day. 

+ * 

In addition to showing every foreigner who comes over our 
dockyards, our fortresses, our defences generally, our ships, and 
everything likely to be used against an enemy, we are just at 
present allowing German military carrier pigeons to be released 
from our shores to fly back to the Fatherland—that is to say, 
Germany is training pigeons to fly from England back 
to Deutsche headquarters to train them to be able to 
carry messages back—so that if Germany should be at war with 
us, and should by some accident be able to effect a landing, these 
birds would be able to take back word and instructions to the 
German generals. Aren't we beautifully magnanimous. Of course, 
Germany does not allow us to land our pigeons in Germany. We 
are not only beautifully magnanimous, but confoundedly foolish. 


* * * 


‘General’ rejoicings have been enlivening the Salvationist 
camp since the Queen has given official recognition to Boss 
Booth’s title. 


* 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. §&1.) 
ISOBEL. 
(A SONG.) 


Lady fair, lady fair, long has been my wooing— 
Oh, is it true that my love for you 

Means any man’s undoing? 

Ah, let me tell that I know well 

You're kind and tender, Isobel! 


Isobel, Isobel, 

I love you, dear, I lore you; 

By angry sea and gentle dell 

My thoughts for ever with yeu diell, 
Fired as the atars abore you, 


I would forget, and yet and yet 


Isobe’, Isobel, a 
I love you, dear, I love you ; 3 
By angry sea and gentle dell 
My thoughts for ever with you dwell, 
Fized as the stars above you. 
I would forget, and yet——aend yet 
I love you, dear, I loveyou. 
Lady fair, lady fair, so sweet the look you gave me, 
With fond desire my heart’s afire, 
So love me, dear, and save me; 
And let me dwell beneath the spell 
You’ve woven round me, Isobel! 
Isobel, Isobel, 
I love you, dear, Ilove you, 
By angry sea and gentle dell 
My thoughts for ever with you dwell, 
Fized as the stars above you. 
I would forget, and yet——and yet 


Tl @ you, dear, T love you, 


= - - - - < 


Fatuous. 
Jones.—‘It is said that Sir William Harcourt is taking measures 


to decrease his weight.” 
Smith.—* This is banter, I presume? ’”’ 
‘Oh, no—Banting.”’ 
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